
Enter O^cWo^anA AttenditHti* 

Caf, Tis truely fo. 

Lets mcetc him, and recciuc him. 

CaJ. LoCjWhere hccomcs., _ . 

Oth. O my fak'c-Watfidiir. 

Def My deare OtheUo. 

Oth, ItgiucsiTie wonder grc.it as my content, . 

. To Tee you liere before me ; O my foUlcs ioy, 
ifafter cucry tempeft, come fucb calmenciTc, 

May ^he winds blow,till they hauc wnkened death,. ‘ 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills offcas, 

Olympus bigh,and duck agaVne as low. 

As hclTs from Heauen ; If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moft happy, for I feare 
My foulc hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate,* 

Pf/l The Hcauens forbid. 

But that our loacs and comforts Ibould incrcafe, 

Euen as our dayes doe growe, 

Oth. Amen to thatiweetc power, 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me heerCjit is too much ofioy : 

And this, and this,thc greatefldifeord be, theykijji. 

That ere ourhearts fhail make. 

laj^, 0,you are well tun’d now. 

But iTc fee downe the pegs, that make this muiique, 
Ashpncfl asl am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Cafll'e : 

• Newes fricnds,our warres are done, the 7»r% aredrowndt 
How doe cur old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

Honny,you fliall be well defir’d in Cypret ; 

Ihaue found great Icue amongft them ; O my fvveete, 

I prattle out of fafhion,and I dote. 

In mine one comforts ; I preethee good 
Goe to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers j 
Bring thouthe Matter to the Cittadell j. 
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Heisa «’oodonc,and his worthineffc, ' 

Dees challenge muclvrefpc<fl ; come OefelemoM, 

Once more w^lmet'at Cypres^ Exit^ 

Jag. Doc thou mectc i^e prelcntly at the Habour: come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant,a$ they fay, bafe men being in loue, hjiue then 
aNobility in their natures, more then is natiue to them — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard; firtt I will 
telltheCjthis Vefdemona is direefliy in loue with him. 

JLod, With him ? why tis not pofliblc. 
lag. Lay thy finger thus, andletthyfoulebeinftrufted : markc 
me, with what violence flie firft lou d the Moore,but for bragging, 
andtellingherfantafticalllies; and willfheloue himflill forpra- 
ting? let not the difcrect heart thinkefo. Her eye mull be fed, and 
what delight {ball flic hauc to look on the Diucll } When the iI6od 
is made dull with the a£l of fport,thcrc fhould be againe to inflame 
it,and giuc faciety a frcfli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, lympathy 
in yeareSjtnanners and bcauties;all which the Moore is detetfliue in; 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tendcr- 
nclTewillfindc it fclfe abus’d,begione to heaue the gorge, difrellilk 
and abhorre the Mootc,very nature will inftru6l her to it, tmd com- 
pcllhcr to feme fccond choyce ; now fir, this grant cd, as it is a moft 
pregnant and vnforced pofit ion, who fiands fo eminently in the de- 
gree'of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble,no fardcr 
confcionable,thcn in putting on the meerc forme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming, for the better compafting of his fait and hidden affe6li™ 
ons: Afubticfiipperyknaue, afindcroutofoccafions; thachas.an 
eye, can flampe and counterfeit the true aduantagesneuer prefenc 
themfclucs.BcfideSjthe knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
rco.uifites in him that folly and green mindeslook.afccr; a peftilent 
compleatc kiiauc,and the woman has found him already. 

^od. I cannot belecue that inher,rncc’s full cf DVoft bleft con- 
dition. 

Jttg, Bleft figs end; the wine flicedrinkesis madcof grapes: if 
me had bcene bleft, flic would neuerbaue lou’d the Moore. Dif;ft 
thou not fee her paddlcwith the palme ofhis hand ? 

^od. Ye.',but that was but courcclic. 

Lechery , by this hand ; an Index and prologue totlichi- 

E a ftoiy. 


